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them. Or I should certainly have been ashamed of myself
if I hadn't. Even with regard to the books it was not a sense
of property. If you had wanted my books you could have
had them on condition that you took whole rows, not a
volume here or there so that there would be gaps making
the remaining books lean up the one against the other . . .
for in that case I should go on hitching and fitching for days
until I had got other books to fill in the gaps. . . „ And then
I should go to some friendly carpenter and ask for some wood
and knock a wash-hand-stand or a table together somehow.
I have, indeed, so often done that, one person and another
having gone off with all I possessed, that I cannot any longer
remember possessing anything.
I usually write in my home in Provence at an extra-
ordinarily knocked-together table with flanking shelves of
walnut bed-panels, supported by sawn-off chair legs and
above me an immense deal shelf supported in turn by sawn-
off broom-handles and nobody is more contented than I or
prouder of his atelier. And when neighbours come in and I
show them my contrivance they say: Tiens, mais vous avez
du gout! as if it surprised them. . . . And sometimes when
I shut my eyes and think of my own personal Utopia I
imagine myself in a whitewood hut on one of the harsh,
bare, sunbaked hillsides of Provence . . . with, of course, a
great black cypress for shade. And nothing in it but a camp
bed and a table made out of a bully-beef case and a
chair made out of two—and an earthenware casserole for
boiling or frying and a camp oven which I should build
myself outside, for baking or roasting. That, I think, would
be civilization.
5
I don't mean to say that I don't like to have accessible to
me beautiful furniture and hangings, rare books, engravings,
pictures, shaded lamps, lovely bowls of flowers. That is
why I am doing ray thinking now in Esherick's studio, for
he makes the most beautiful furniture with the most
romantic-looking tools. . . . How I love tools! , . . And
his wood-engravings are a delight tQ me who hate all other

